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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Andy and Lia and the whole thought of Sascha bent over a table getting his arse spanked. 


Andis face was set in as disapproving a look as Sascha had ever seen. 

"You are late. Again This is the second time this week, Sascha" 

"| know, | slept too long. | am sorry Andi! 

"Sorry is not good, Sascha. If it is one more time, you will have to be punished" 


Sascha grinned. "Ok, Andi. If | am late again, | get to stand in the corner. And why is Weiki never in trouble? He 
is always late." 


"Because | am not the new kid, and | have been coming for many years." Weiki frowned. "He was late again?" 


Andi nodded. "I told him one more and he would be punished." 
Weiki snorted. "It is best not to be late again then, Sascha." 
Sascha rolled his eyes. They never really knew when to stop being funny. 


Three days later it happened again. He wasn't very late, only by about fifteen minutes, but Sascha was 
expecting a blowup. Instead, everyone (including Weiki who of course had to be on time that day) greeted him 
as if nothing was wrong. So when Andi asked him to stay when everyone else left, Sascha didn't think anything 
of it. 

Sascha sat on the couch, watching as Andi finished up some level adjustments on the bass part of the song 
they had been working on. Markus had stayed behind as well, and as they discussed the differences Andi was 
trying, Sascha's mind wandered. He had pretty much zoned completely out when he realized both of them were 
looking at him, Markus almost with pity and Andi, well, Andi looked pissed. 


Sascha fidgeted, waiting for the lecture he knew was coming. Andi may not have said anything when he got 
here, but he was sure going to hear it before he left. 


"Sascha. You were late. Again" 

"Ja, Andi, | know, but..." 

"There is no but, Sascha. | told you what would happen if you were late again 

Sascha couldn't help the smirk "Ja, Andi, but come on. | am not a child, how can you punish me?" 

Andi stood up. "Come here." Turning, Andi went through the same door off the control room Markus had 
vanished through. Sascha had never been in there; the door was always kept locked, but he had figured it was 
simply a storage room. 

He was wrong. 


Sascha stopped in the doorway, eyes wide as he looked around. "Andi, what is..?" 


Standing on the other side of an oddly shaped padded table -- or was it a high bench? -- Andi beckoned him 


forward. "Come in" 
Sascha took a couple steps into the room. "Andi." 


Something slammed into his back, knocking him forward onto the table. Sascha felt the air leave his lungs as he 


crashed down against the surface, the weight staying on his back, Andi quickly grabbing an arm and doing 
something -- Sascha was too busy trying to get some air into his lungs to worry about that at this 
particular moment -- and then doing the same to his other arm before stepping back. The weight lifted; 
Sascha felt hands on his legs, first one calf then the other. Markus suddenly stepped into view, breathing hard. 


"He is caught." 

Finally able to suck in a breath, Sascha tried to lift himself up. 

He couldn't move. He was trapped with his chest againt the padded leather, the edge digging into his stomach. 
He had some leeway to rock forward, bringing his crotch against the side and could rock back, leaving a gap of 
nearly a foot between his groin and the leather. But apart from that, he was stuck. Panic was his first 
reaction, thrashing and cursing, jerking at the restraints on his arms, trying to kick, only succeeding in leaving 


himself out of breath and sweating, still no more able to move than he had been when he started. 


"ls no use, Sascha" Andi stood in front of him, Markus moving closer and sliding his arms around Andi's waist. 


"You were warned that you could not be late again" 
"This is not funny! Let me up!" 

Andi shook his head. "After you are punished" 
"Andi, when | get free | am going to." 


Markus shook his head. "You will do nothing. You were told. And you did not come when you were supposed to. 
Now, if you do not be quiet, | will gag you." 


Andi turned his face, nuzzling Markus‘ neck. "| hope he listens, | am looking forward to hearing him beg." 
Markus tipped his head back a bit to allow Andi better access to his throat. "Ja, so am I. Should |..2" 

Andi nodded. "Ja." 

Markus pressed a kiss to Andi's temple before walking back around, leaving Sascha's line of sight. No matter 
how far he craned his neck, he was unable to see what Markus was doing. Hands on the waistband of his jeans 
left no doubt. And struggling did no good. He was thoroughly stuck in his bonds, and swearing and threatening 
did no good. The whisper of cool air over his naked ass when Markus pulled his jeans down was probably the 
most frightening thing Sascha could ever remember feeling. 


"What will you do?” 


Andi smiled, reaching out and gently tapping his nose. "Oh, you will see." 


Markus‘ words from behind him were even more chilling. "And feel! 
"Andi, | promise. | will not..." 


"Is too late. You had a chance, Sascha. A few of them” Andi raised his eyes to look beyond Sascha. "Markus, | 
think we should use the crystal. 


Markus didn't answer, walking back into sight and going to a large cabinet mounted on the wall. Unlocking the 
simple eye hook that held the doors closed, he swung them wide, Sascha's hiss of indrawn breath making both 
he and Andi snicker. 


Whips. Paddles. Other things; Sascha didn't want to know what they were. Markus chose a clear handled whip, 
the fringe a combination of black and blue. Holding it under his arm, he closed the doors and then took the whip 
in his hand, swinging it once and letting it slap his thigh. Sascha jumped, amusing both of them to no end. 


Sascha decided to try one more time. "Andi, | will not be late, ever. Please, | am sorry and... 
Sascha was so intent on Andi he hadn't noticed Markus return to the rear of the table. 
Not until the whip connected with his rear. 


Sascha yelped, trying to jump up, move forward or get away in any fashion he could, fighting the bonds as 
another slap of the whip stung his ass. The whip wasn't designed to hurt badly, but with the strength of 
Markus' arm it was doing a decent job of it, Sascha's skin already beginning to turn pink after just a couple of 


slaps. 


Anger, humiliation and a bit of fear crashed through Sascha, loosening his tongue. "Sick bastards! Let me up! | 


am not." 


Markus swung harder, the sound of the blow reflecting the force of the swing, Sascha bellowing louder. 
Markus looked over at Andi, stopping when he nodded and going back to the cupboard, pulling out a device that 
made Sascha's tirade cut off abruptly. A large open "O" with four straps attached, he had no idea what it 
could be used for until Andi suddenly grabbed his hair and yanked it, making him shout in pain. 


Markus quickly shoved the ring into his mouth, forcing it between his teeth as Andi let go of his hair and 
pulled the straps behind his head, snapping two of them together in a crisscross pattern before doing the 
same with the remaining pair. The straps ran over his cheek and above his ear, fastened behind his head to 
the one on the opposite side that ran along his jaw and under his ear, holding the ring firmly in place. Markus 
tightened the straps, making sure the device was secure before stepping back. 


Sascha tried to yell; his teeth and lips stretched wide and resting on a shelf around the inside of the "0" 
holding his mouth open so far his jaw was already beginning to ache. Andi nodded at Markus. "Is good, and will 
work well" Andi slipped a finger through the "0", Sascha starting when he felt it touch his tongue and trying to 


bite down, frustrated by the hard rubber that held his teeth open 
Markus licked his lips. "Will work for other things." 

Andi grinned. "Ja. ls time you finish. 

Markus licked his lips. "Is time you... 

Andi touched his cheek. "Both." 


If Sascha had been worried about the sanity and intentions of his bandmates before, he was really worried 
when they both undressed, half hard dicks rising from their groins. Markus returned to his place behind him, 
the lashes starting again. Andi remained in front, his hand teasing his steadily rising cock. Sascha let out a 
strangled groan, closing his eyes. 


Something brushed his face, the smell of sweat, soap, musk and cinnamon making his nose tingle, his eyes 
opening to find Andi slicking oil over his dick before placing it at the entrance of the gag. Sascha shook his 
head, moaning and trying to jerk it away, Markus hitting him harder as Andi wrapped his fingers in Sascha's 
hair and forced his head still, the head of his cock coming through the ring and rubbing against Sascha's 


tongue. 


The taste of cinnamon exploded in his mouth, an underlying taste of flesh and a hint of salty bitterness as 
Andi drew back and pushed in again, thrusting into his mouth with every fall of the whip. Sascha's hands were 
curled into fists, his body jerking as Markus reared back and let loose, the fringes no longer a light sting but a 


burn on his already tender ass. 
Sascha squeezed his eyes shut, trying to will himself into another place. 


A place where between slaps Markus' hand wasn't touching him, his fingers drifting over the inflamed skin, 
dipping into the cleft and rubbing the pucker. 


A place where Andis dick wasn't fucking his forced open mouth with slow strokes, leaving behind the flavors of 


cinnamon and precum. 


A place where his own dick wasn't trapped against the end of the table, hard and aching against the padded 


leather. 


Andi felt the groan when Markus stopped the whipping, Sascha's hips grinding on the table, his tongue starting 
to move around the head of Andis cock as he slid it back and forth. Pulling his cock from Sascha's mouth, 
Andi stepped back. 


Markus wanked his dick, watching Andi through hooded eyes. Andi nodded, reaching behind Sascha's head and 
undoing the straps that held the gag, easing it out of Sascha's mouth and letting it fall. Sascha worked his jaw, 


easing the stiffness from his mouth being stretched wide. 

"Sascha" Andis fingers stroked his cheek. "Open your mouth! 

Sascha lifted his head to look at him. Andi stepped forward, pressing the tip of his dick against Sascha's lips. 
The line was drawn 

If he willingly opened his mouth then he would condone everything they'd done to him. 

There would be no turning back 


Andis head dropped back when Sascha's tongue snaked over the head of his cock, curling around and urging 
him to slip it inside. Andits hand cupped the back of his head, his hips thrusting gently, fucking Sascha's mouth 
slowly as Markus' fingers found their way back to the tightly closed ring. Sascha felt something cool spread 
over the pucker, the scent of cinnamon stronger in the air. He sucked at Andi's cock, trying to keep his teeth 
from scraping the soft flesh, his tongue licking at the shaft as Andi encouraged him with quiet words and 


touches. 


He jumped, pulling at the bonds when Markus pushed the tip of his finger inside him, moaning at the burn as 
he was spread open around the probe. Markus grabbed his hips to rock him back from the table and then 
reached between his legs, curling his fingers around the hard shaft of Sascha's cock and pulling, the heavy sac 


of balls resting on his wrist as he wanked him slowly. 


Andi stepped back, pulling his cock from Sascha's mouth, the shaft snapping up to slap wetly against his 
stomach. Sascha groaned, dropping his face back down as Markus worked a second finger in alongside the first, 
forcing him open. The pain faded, a spark of pleasure suddenly becoming an inferno when Markus touched 
something inside him, making him buck into his hand. Markus began fucking him, using his fingers in the same 
lazy motions into Sascha's ass as he jerked his cock, feeling Sascha tighten around him, pushing up to meet him 


before dropping back to thrust into his hand. 
"Markus, hurry.’ 


Markus eased his fingers out, letting go of Sascha's cock, ignoring the loud curse of frustration. Taking the 
whip, Markus oiled the handle, the punisher designed for pleasure as well. The end was similar to a plug, 
gradually expanding rings that nipped in after five layers, then expanded again in a smooth rounded bead, 
another smaller ring under that to hold the whole thing in place once inserted. 


Markus pressed the rounded tip against Sascha's arse, placing his hand on the small of his back and rubbing it 
lightly as he pushed the clear acrylic deeper. Sascha hissed as the first ring entered, pushing his hips forward 
as though trying to escape, his head lifted high. A groan when the slightly larger second slipped in, Sascha's 


breathing and the volume of his moans and grunts rising as each ring found its way in 


When his ass closed around the indentation at the bottom of the first set of rings, Sascha shuddered, letting 
out the breath he'd been holding. Markus didn't hesitate; keeping up the steady pressure he moved the handle 
forward again, Sascha crying out when the bead forced him wider. With several twists of his wrist, Markus 
managed to work the rest of it in, holding the very end and lightly wiggling it around as Sascha thrashed and 
whimpered, his body adjusting around the device inside him. 


In his struggles, Sascha flexed and relaxed around it, the burning pain once again fading as the shifting made it 
move round, nudging that spot again and again until he was grunting and thrusting his hips. Markus let go and 
stepped back, he and Andi watching as Sascha used the plug to pleasure himself. Markus left the whip where it 
was, hurrying around to Andi and grabbing him, pulling him in for a brutal kiss, their hands groping and 
grabbing. Sascha could do nothing but watch, moaning as he humped the table, his cock dripping with precum, 
stimulated by the rubbing of the plug against his prostate. 


Andi turned Markus around, pushing him forward and guiding his cock into Sascha's mouth, bending him far 
enough to push his cock against Markus‘ ass. Sascha attacked the cock that thrust past his lips, licking and 
sucking as his hips pumped fast and hard, Markus crying out and digging his fingers's into Sascha's back as 
Andis cock forced its way inside him. 


Sascha was helpless; his senses overwhelmed by the toy in his ass and Markus‘ cock fucking his mouth as 
Andi rammed into his ass, the smell of sex and cinnamon and lust filling the room as the three drove 


relentlessly toward the culmination of their play. 


Andi gripped Markus’ hips, slamming his dick in and out of his ass, balls slapping against him, the contractions 
making his balls draw up, tightening and preparing to unload in the clutching walls that surrounded him. Markus 
panted, his teeth gritted as he fucked Sascha's face, his hands now holding the back of his head as he pounded 


against him. 


Andi shouted, reaching up and grabbing a handful of Markus‘ curls and yanking them hard as his hips jerked 
wildly, his come splashing against the spasming heat that held his cock in a viselike grip. The pain from the pull 
on his scalp, the scrape of Sascha's teeth and the flood of Andi's seed inside him made Markus' cock throb, 
the first spurt of come hitting Sascha's tongue. 


Andi wrapped his arm around Markus‘ waist and stepped back, letting go of his hair and grabbing his cock, 
wanking it hard, letting each subsequent blast of come hit Sascha's face, dripping down over his cheeks, the 
last spurt catching the corner of his mouth. 


Andi pulled his cock from Markus‘ ass, staggering back to lean on the table behind him, breathing hard. Markus 
leaned over Sascha, trying to catch his breath. 


Sascha moaned, shifting in his bonds. Andi and Markus exchanged looks, both going around behind him. Andi 
drew him back, allowing Markus room to slip between him and the table, Markus kneeling between Sascha's legs 
and taking his swollen cock, turning his head to slip the head into his mouth. Sascha cried out, thrusting his 
hips, fucking Markus' mouth as Andi twisted and jiggled the toy in his ass, pushing it forward a bit and them 


pulling it back until the bottom of the bead pressed against the ring inside. With a last desperate shout, Sascha 
came, filling Markus‘ mouth with his seed, colors exploding behind his eyes, coming harder than he ever 
thought he could until the world grayed around him , his body slumping to the table, swimming on the edge of 
unconsciousness. 

He was dimly aware of Andi and Markus easing the toy from inside him before undoing the bonds and helping 
him to his feet, cleaning him up and pulling his jeans back up before Markus tucked a shoulder under his arm 


and led him out to the car, Andi taking them back to the hotel. He didn't even really remember making it to his 
room before falling fully clothed onto the bed and dropping into a dreamless abyss. 


"So where is Sascha?" 

Andi sighed. "He is late." 

"Again," Markus added. 

Weiki rolled his eyes. "| thought you were going to take care of this yesterday?" 

Andi snorted. "| thought we did" 

Markus stretched, grinning. "He must need more talking.” 

Weiki snorted. "Maybe he needs harder talking." 

Andi and Markus glanced at each other. "Oh, he will get hard," Andi smirked, "Very hard" 


Sascha looked at his watch, stretching his legs out in front of him as he sat at the table and waited for a 


little more time to pass. 

It would take him less than two minutes to walk to the studio. 

He was already twenty minutes late. 

He was planning on thirty, so in eight more minutes he'd start on his way. 


Tomorrow, he might make it an hour. 


